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The bellboy had dropped their cases beside the bed, giving him a knowing wink as he'd stuffed the tip into his 
pocket. Finally alone, Dave perched himself on the edge of the bed, head on one side as he watched David walk 


around the room. He was sure his mouth was hanging open as the denim clad ass moved back and forth. 


"want a drink?" 


Closing his mouth, he looked up. David stood before him, hand on hip and the "Don't think | didn't catch you 


leering" look his face. 


"l'Il repeat myself, shall 1? Seeing as you had your jaw on the floor." A twinkle danced through David's eyes. "Do 


you want a drink?" 


Licking his lips, he managed a nod. The room was suddenly stifling hot, a strange occurrence for an air 


conditioned room in England. Normally the skies would be black and rain would be lashing the windows. How 


anyone could live on that godforsaken island was anyone's guess. 


A glass of water was held out and he took it, draining it in one. Letting the glass dangle from his fingers, he 
watched as David explored the room, leaning his forehead against the window to stare at whatever view lay 


beyond it. Knowing England, a building site probably. 


"Why don't you come and take a seat? Rest for a bit" His voice was hoarse. Too many hours trapped in a 


pressurised metal tube. Needed to rest it before they hit the stage. 


Pulling himself from the window, David ambled over to him, legs clad in the impossibly tight jeans that had 
taunted him the entire flight. As he moved to lower himself to bed, Dave grinned and grabbed his elbow, 
sending David tumbling to his lap. Emotions flew across David's face before it twisted into his horny grin 


Placing the glass on the floor, he shuffled them to the bed and raised his knees, trapping David against his 
rapidly swelling crotch. Lacing his arms around his bass player's waist, he pressed their noses together and 
stared into the warm depths of his friend's eyes. Damn, he'd missed this. Missed the familiar weight against 
his legs. Missed the friendly smells and smiles. For all the years they'd been together, it was how they'd sit 
before sneaking beneath the covers. Comforting hugs and welcome kisses; it was what had kept him with David 
It had been so long since they'd last been together. Following the reunion, they'd danced around each other, 
smiling for the cameras and avoiding any kind of physical contact. It was only now, on their way to play with 
the Big 4 at Knebworth, that they'd finally found each others arms again. And Dave was determined to make 


every minute count. 
Cradling David, he smiled, watching his face change in the large, hazel eyes. "Wanna get naked?" 


David chuckled, his body shaking both of them. "You're always the charmer, aren't you? How about if | say no 
and that I'll only get naked if you take me to dinner.” 


"You like makin’ me run after you, don't you?" His grin widened into something the Cheshire cat would have 


been proud of. 
He nodded, arms draping around Dave's neck. "There's no fun unless you actually try. But.” 


The weight slid from his legs and David stood at the end of the bed, a coy smile on his lips, eyes twinkling with 
mischief. Oh yeah, that's what he'd missed! That look said it all. He was going to get laid and it was going to be 
good. 


Long fingers picked at the buttons of the grey shirt, teasingly inching them open. Rumpled, plane worn, fabric 
slipped from taut, tanned skin. Openly he gawped, taking in David's perfectly toned body. Flat stomach and 
perfect pecs, his nipples already hard. Damn, he wanted to run his tongue over those nipples and watch David 
squirm beneath him. The sight disappeared as the shirt was tossed over his eyes. Groaning, Dave held it to his 


nose, inhaling the musky scent of cologne and sweat. It was a scent that hadn't changed and he could feel his 


own clothes becoming uncomfortable. But there was a show happening right in front of him and it was a show 


he didn't want to miss. 


Tossing the shirt to the bed, he inched forward until his feet were planted back on the floor, feeling dazed as 
he watched. David stood in profile right in his line of sight, perfect ass still hidden beneath its prison of black 
jeans. They needed to disappear, and they need to go fast. But David knew how to play the game and he 
wandered off, strong shoulders rolling as he poured himself another drink. Sipping it, he walked the room, 
knowing that Dave's eyes would never leave him. 


Deep in his throat, he whined, sounding like a child. A snicker was his reply and the glass was placed in the 
window. Walking back to him, David leaned down and stared into his eyes, hair framing his face. A smirk played 
on his lips. 


He raised a finger, admonishing him with it before stroking it along his jaw. "No use getting impatient. You know 


it gets you nowhere." 


Dave opened his mouth to protest but the finger silenced him. With the smirk still on his lips, David pulled 
away and returned to the window. Collecting his drink, he silently contemplated what was on the other side of 
the glass. Leaving Dave to contemplate the naked skin and still clothed ass. He wanted that ass. Wanted it in his 
face, on his lap, anywhere he could put it that wouldn't get him arrested Because that would take a hell of a 
lot of explaining.. Honey, David and I were just.. playing naked Twister in the hotel room and the cops walked in. | 
dont know why they came and arrested us! Perhaps ‘cause we dant invite them. Why were we doin’ it? Cause, 
honey, tourings awfully boring without you around We have to make our fun somehow! No, no, | absolutely, hand 
on heart, pinky swear that there are no videos on You Tube. | hope.. 


He gave another, needy whine and, from across the room, David gave another husky chuckle. 


"You're always the same. Can't hack it when your favourite toy isn't playing with you." 


Dave felt himself pout. Heck, it had worked for years to get him what he wanted. And David had pretty much 
patented the "This will get me whatever | want" pout. 


His eyes rode over David as he stepped back into his vision. Hazel eyes twinkled as his fingers played with the 


zipper of his jeans. "This what you want me to lose?" 


Another whine and he nodded. He could see that David was hard, his cock perfectly outlined by the too tight 
denim. He reached out to trace his finger along it only to be batted away. 


"Uh-uh. No touching. You know the rules." 
He wanted to retort, wanted to snap back with something sassy and clever. But David was the only person 


who'd been able to silence the mighty Mustaine mouth for longer than a few seconds. As slow as the passing 
of winter, the zipper came down. It was followed by the pop of the button Fingers hooked in the belt loops and 


they slowly began to fall, teasing inches of flesh appearing. Dave's chest rose and fell, breathing becoming 
difficult. Strong thighs appeared, followed by David's painfully hard cock. His mouth was watering and he licked 
his lips, desperately trying to keep his hands to himself. Heck, not even the world's best handcuffs would get 
Dave to keep his hands to himself. 


As David stepped from his jeans, Dave wrapped his hands around his hands around his legs, drawing him closer. 
Sighing, he slid his fingers over David's tight ass, cupping the cheeks. He was in heaven, the heaven that only a 
single person could create. Flicking out his tongue, he licked along David's length, listening as he sighed, holding 
him tight as he shuddered. Gently he sucked the head of his lover's cock, tasting and remembering what he 
had lost for so long. Damn, he'd been so stupid. So stupid to blow up and toss everything they'd built together 
away. He should have just backed down when the court case arrived, realised that David had felt scorned. They 
should have just talked it through rather than dragging each other through the mud. They'd both said things 
they'd regretted. Both done things they regretted and all because they'd thought the other hated them. It 
couldn't have been further from the truth. 


Feeling dizzy with the heady feelings that raced through him, Dave pulled away and stared at the being above 
him. All firm body and thick, blonde hair, it could have been an angel. 


"| love you," he whispered, breath coming in short pants. 
The angel smiled, a hand reaching out to run through his hair and tilt his head back. "Love you too." 


Grinning, Dave rocked, trying to regain his balance. He wanted to pull his cock out and beat off to the vision 
before him. But he wasn't going to repeat what had happened on the flight. No, now they had time. 


Grinning up at David, he patted his lap. "Make yourself at home." 


It didn't take any more encouraging. With a wolfish smile, David stretched himself across his lap, hands and 
feet firmly planted on the floor and his rear temptingly in the air. Gently Dave traced his fingers over the 
offered skin, drawing little patterns and watching as it puckered with excitement. Beneath his ministrations, 
David moaned and shuddered, muscles tightening and relaxing. He wanted to take his time and admire what he 


had. But, deep down, Dave knew that wouldn't last for long. 


Stroking his finger along David's crack, he let it dip between the tight cheeks and brush over his entrance. 
Quietly, David mewled and shifted, tempting the wandering digit closer. It was Dave's turn to chuckle and slowly 
he pulled his hand away, letting it rest on the curve where thigh met cheek. So tight, so smooth, the milky skin 
was temptation at its finest. But first, he had to make good on his promise from the dank, aircraft bathroom. 


Smirking, he placed his free hand in the small of David's back, holding him down as he pulled the other back. He 
didn't take a breath as he slapped the offered ass. David hissed and gave a quiet moan, wriggling slightly. Oh 
yeah, he knew what that meant. Peering up, Dave caught himself in the room's mirror. His smirk deepened as 
he let fly, his hand cracking against naked skin, leaving behind perfect red imprints. David groaned, occasionally 
crying out, but never tried to escape. Most people saw an innocent boy from the sticks. But, behind closed 


doors, David was filthier than any whore. Tie him up, spank him, gag him, collar him; it all made him scream 


for more. 


Memories of ropes, gags and leg spreaders flashed through Dave's mind and he brought his hand down with a 
particularly forceful crack. Howling, David reared up, head thrown back. Dark, dilated eyes stared at him, lips 
bruised from where he'd been biting them. Yep, that was a look which said they'd be taking a trip to Soho 
before they left England. Wouldn't be hard to bribe their driver to take a bit of a detour.. 


Tipping David to the bed, he struggled from his own clothes, his cock throbbing against his stomach. Scrabbling 
in his carry on, Dave found the bottle of lube he'd packed. He'd come prepared knowing that, at some point, 
he'd be able to coax David back to his bed. Or, as had been the case, David could coax him. 


Quickly wiping lube along his cock, Dave glanced to the bed, his lips twisting upwards. Already David was in his 
favourite position. Head down and ass in the air, glazed eyes watching him, plump lips smirking at him. Kneeling 
on the bed, he grabbed a handful of David's hair, pulling his head back as he pushed himself in. Tight, 
welcoming warmth gripped his cock and Dave had to catch himself. Gasping, he held himself upright, free hand 
gripping David's hip. They might have had sex on the plane but it was nothing like this. Nothing like being 


somewhere comfortable and having room to have fun. 


David shifted his head, gazing over his shoulder, his face written with a "Well, what are you waiting for?" look. 
Taking it as a hint, he dug his nails into David's hips and moved. This moment had been a long time in the 
coming and he was ready to take full advantage of it. Raking his nails along tight skin, he groaned, once again 
marking David as his own. A tightness began to wrap around his body, taking any last vestige of self control. 
Tears began to smart his eyes, tears for the years he'd missed and tears for the loving welcome he'd 


received. 


Laying over David, he nestled his head in the nap of his neck, hands seeking out his lover's. Curling their fingers 
together, Dave whispered sweet nothings, quiet words of thanks and silent declarations of love. His words were 
returned in deep, husky whispers, hands holding onto his own. The world ceased to exist, melting away and 
leaving them in a heavenly cocoon. Sliding a hand from David's, he slid along David's torso and wrapped around 
his cock, stroking in time to his thrusts. Beneath him, David gasped, bucking and squirming, voice pitching. 


Dave's body was screaming at him, begging him to finally give in to his dreams. 
Nipping David's shoulder, he whispered, "Can |?" 
A husky chuckle and David took a deep breath. "Just for asking, knock yourself out." 


Closing his eyes, Dave drove himself in as deep as he could, gasping as muscles tightened around him. The bliss 
descended, blinding him and taking him away. He could die happy here. Groaning, he came, at the same moment 
David shuddered. Warm semen soaked his hand and, dazed, he slid to the bed Stretching himself out, David 
followed, eyes warm and cheeks ruddy. He smiled, looking fulfilled as he reached out to stroke Dave's hair. 
Following his lead, he held out his sticky hand, smiling as David licked it clean. Deft tongue wrapped around his 
fingers and he laughed as it tickled the sensitive skin between them. Damn, he'd missed this, missed their 


kinkiness, missed having someone whose mind was dirtier than his. 
Missed having someone whose heart beat to the same rhythm as his. 


His throat tightened and he took David in his arms. For a brief second, it could have been the 80's, could have 
been the first time they were together. Despite everything, the love had never died and he saw it sparkle in 
the hazel eyes that gazed back at him. Brushing the hair from David's eyes, he leaned closer and kissed him, 
sighing at the soft lips that slid over his own. Hands slid over relaxed bodies and he closed his eyes, finally 


happy. 


"Want to go and find that park?" David whispered. 


Opening an eye, he chuckled. "Right after | take you out for dinner." 


